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May 4th, 1889.—At the evening service my sermon went better, but the congregation was unusually poor. At your service the congregation was better and the choir singing was good Rossetti, Clough, and Carlyle made the readings.
WHITECHAPEL, January 1st, 1883.—The day is over, your service was good and well-attended. Whitechapel did it all. Miss Hale sang, our choir chorussed, and Fred Rogers " chucked-in." ...
I have seen and talked to many people. It is slow work to build up a spiritual house " one by one." It is no wonder that you want to do it to the sound of perfect music. Whichever way it is done, the model of Solomon is good, that the house should grow in silence.
The following extracts will show what three other men thought of the Worship Hour. Canon Horsley wrote :
ST. MICHAEL'S CLERGY HOUSE, FIKSBUEY.
MY DEAR SIB,—Permit me, though a stranger to you, to bear my testimony to the value of the work that was being carried on in your church last night. I knew nothing of it till I was attracted like other passers-by by the open doors, but once entered the sight was very striking. I was in a position where I could observe all the congregation, and I was most pleased and edified by the reverential demeanour of all. The men, as far as I could count, exceeded the women in the proportion of three to one, and were chiefly of the costermonger and low labouring class. But observing them not only in their seats but as they went out one by one, no one could fail to observe the air of solemnity and decorum with which they behaved.
Such a work is one from which visible results are least likely to be traced, but I am sure that the majority would have gone away much influenced for good. May you find it to have been so.
I am, yours faithfully, J. W. HORSLEY.
One who had often officiated at the services and who knew the people well reported:
1891.—The inner life can be stirred. . . A few simple words, a well-known hymn, the sight of flowers, the sound of music, above all the solemn prayer, draw the soul into the eyes of men and women in whom the life of the lodging-house and the street would seem to have killed down all capacity for deeper feeling. . . At the Worship Hour, instead of choosing a text only for the sermon, a text is chosen for the whole service, and thus prayers and hymns, solos and reading, fall into their natural place, and feeling and intellect are together called into play to drive home the truth, now of God's greatness, now of Christ's love, now of the place which faith, or hope, or prayer, or forgiveness plays in the Christian life. . . It is encouraging to hear from one and another, and especially from some who have left East London to work in other parts of England, how real has been
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